
Every soldier in Camp


Who-ville Liked PM a lot. ..

. . .But private Grinch,

who lived north of camp,

Most definitely did NOT!

private Grinch hated PM!

He hated every bit.

Ask him to pull PM and

he'd throw quite a fit!

Don't bother to ask,

'cause no one really

knows why.

If you try,

he'd just say,

my

equipment

gets by!
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   But whatever the reason

for this character flaw,

   He stood there that

day, hating it all!

   Staring down from above

like a sour grinchy fool


   At PM being pulled at the

Camp Who-ville motor pool.

   "They're all getting

ready!" he snarled with

a sneer.

   "Tomorrow's Command


Maintenance Day! It's

practically here!"

   Then he growled, with his

Grinch fingers nervously

drumming,

I must

find some way to

stop this PM from


coming!

For tomorrow, he knew

. . .all the soldiers below


Bright and early

would wake and to the

motor pool go!

   And the more private Grinch

thought what tomorrow

would bring,

   The more he determined,

"I must stop this whole


thing!

   "Why, for most of

my life I've put up

with it now!

   "I MUST stop all

this PM from

coming...but HOW?"

He thought for an hour,

He thought for a day.

By the time the sun set


private Grinch thought

of a way!

Just the

thought made

his poor old

grinchy head

throb!

Then each soldier, young


and old, would sit down to

his job.
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   All the windows were dark.

Quiet snow filled the air,

   As he slipped past the

fence at the motor pool

there.

   "This will be my first stop,"

old private Grinch hissed


   As he climbed through

a window, empty bags in

his fist.

Then he slithered and slunk,

as he grinned like a fool,

'Round the motor pool building,

and he took every tool!

Lube Orders! Grease guns!

Wrenches and pliers!

TMs! Spare parts! Oil cans

and tires!
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He stuffed them in bags.

And wouldn't you know!


Right into the back of his

old truck did they go!

At a quarter past dawn...

With his back in sad shape,

private Grinch climbed

in his truck, And made


his escape.

Past the gate and up the

side of a mountain he drove,


As he looked for a place

to dump the


PM treasure trove.

Three thousand feet up,

the engine gave up


and died,

private grinch set

the brake,

having finally arrived.

He loaded some bags


And an old box or two


On his ramshackle truck


And toward Camp Who-ville

he flew!
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"Ha, Ha!" he laughed loudly,

before he emptied his truck.


"The soldiers at Camp

Who-ville won't believe their


bad luck!

"They'll see all the stuff


that's gone from their shop,

"And finally they'll know

that this PM must stop!"

So he paused. And

private Grinch put a

hand to his brow,


As he peered down below


to see what happened now.

He stared at Camp

Who-ville. What he


saw popped his eyes!

Then he shook! What he saw

was a shocking surprise!

Every soldier in Camp Who-

ville, the tall and the small,

Was working! Without any

equipment at all!

He hadn't stopped PM from

coming. It came!

Somehow or other, it came

just the same!

private Grinch, with his

feet ice-cold in the snow,


Stood wondering and puzzling:

"How could it be so?

It came without lube


orders! It came without pliers!

"It came without TMs,


grease guns or tires!"




And he puzzled for a while,

then he puzzled some more.


Then private Grinch thought of

something he hadn't before!


"Maybe," he thought,

"There's just no way to win.

maybe

the desire for

pm comes from


within!

And what happened

then...? Well in Camp

Who-ville they say,


That private Grinch's

understanding of PM


Grew three sizes


that day!
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And the minute he realized

his terrible mistake,


he put the truck in neutral

and popped the 


emergency brake!

he coasted back to

camp with the tools


and the tents,

and he...he himself. . .private

grinch turned the first wrench!


